"A good deal of devilry can be improvised," he said.

"Oh, I grant that," she said, "but not military move-
ments; they are planned. The difficulty is one of
supply," she added.

"They control our supplies," he said. "Our army
forage comes from them."

He seemed to reflect upon the problems raised by
standing for Consul.

She said: "Prince, forgive me if I press this matter.
Whether you stand for Consul or not, you must lose no
instant in recalling the cavalry. Even if you have only
the Kingfishers, they will be more than a match for half-
trained men. Send off your Sardican riders at once, in
batches of two, with urgent orders to the troops to fall
back by forced march on The City. Later in the morn-
ing, you can send orders to prepare the magazines on
the roads for them. Send the cleverest men you have and
tell them it is life and death, and that if they do it in time
it will bring them great reward. You can write the
.orders here."

She pulled out writing materials from the table
drawer. "Dictate to me; I will write," she said.

She wrote the orders to the generals commanding and
to the Prefects of the regiment?; she wrote a good, firm
clear hand, with much character in it. He signed the
letters and sealed each one with his seal of the Cock of
Dardanos, using her blue sealing-wax.

He said: "These will be on their way in half an hour.
I will send duplicates later. If I can find my dare-devil
seaman, I may tempt him to take some of them south
by sea; it will blow hard from the north to-morrow."
He rose as though to go. "Wait, yet," he said; "I cannot
stand for Consul after all."

*"Why not? You are qualified, aren't you?" she asked.